BLOOD WEDDING
BRIDEGROOM: What difference does it make now?
MOTHER [looking at him]: Son.
BRIDEGROOM: What is it?
MOTHER: That's true! You're right! When do you want me to ask
for her?
BRIDEGROOM [happily]: Does Sunday seem all right to you?
MOTHER [seriously]: Til take her the bronze earrings, they're very old
- and you huy her...
BRIDEGROOM: You know more about that
MOTHER: ... you buy her some open-work stockings - and for you,
two suits - three! I have no one but you now!
BRIDEGROOM: I'm going. Tomorrow I'll go see her.
MOTHER: Yes, yes - and see if you can make me happy with six
grandchildren - or as many as you want, since your Either didn't
live to give them to me.
BRIDEGROOM: The first-born for you!
MOTHER: Yes, but have some girls. I want to embroider and make
lace, and be at peace.
BRID EGROOM: I'm sure you'll love my wife.
MOTHER: I'll love her.
[She starts to kiss him but changes her mind.]
Go on. You're too big now for kisses. Give them to your wife.
[Pause. To herself]
When she is your wife.
BRIDEGROOM: I'm going.
MOTHER: And that land around the litde mill ~ work it over. You've
not taken good care of it.
BRIDEGROOM: You're right, I will
MOTHER: God keep you.
[The SON goes out. The MOTHER remains seated - her lack to the
door. A NEIGHBOUR WOMAN with a kerchief on her head appears
in the door.]
Come in.
NEIGHBOUR: How are you?
MOTHER: Just as you see me.
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